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I never left Edward for a moment, bathing his head, feeding him, holding him, and expecting him every instant to die in my arms, and in the day only I returned to pay Mother visits. Anything like his sweetness, gentleness, thankfulness, I never saw in any one, and his perfect readiness for heaven made us feel that it was the less likely that his life would be given back to us; and you may imagine, though I had scarcely known him before, how very close a cousinly tie has been drawn in these hours of anguish. He received the Sacrament on Thursday. On Friday there was a very slight improvement, but more delirium. For four days and nights he lay under a vast poultice of snow, which had to be replenished as often as it melted, and maldny snow with a maehino has been perhaps the most laborious part of my duties. Each night I have watched for the faint streak of dawn, wondering if lie could live till- morning, and feeling as if I wore wrestling for his life. Yesterday morning, when I knew his parents were coining, it was quite an. agony of suspense; but they arrived safe, and I was able to give him up Ihing to his mother's care. I have had every day to write to Mrs. Fraser Tyler, to whose daughter Christina he had not been engaged a month, and of whom he has thought touchingly and incessantly.
"I am not much knocked up, but thankful even for myself that Mrs. Augustus Liddell is come, as my cough is so much increased by having to be so often out on the balcony at night, \ip to my elbows in the snow manufacturing. I do not think I could have held out much longer, and then I do not know what would have become of Edward."
"April VI. Last Sunday I had so much more cough, and was so much knocked up with my week's nursing, that kind Lady Marian Alford insisted on taking me early on. Monday in her own carriage to Albano for change. It